THE   BURNING   SECRET

The boy's other companions were the household
servants. Thus his feelings had been pent up to bursting-
point, and at the first chance were likely to overwhelm
the object which seemed worthy of a great love. Edgar
lay in the dark, happy but puzzled, wishing to laugh
aloud and finding the tears streaming down his face. He
loved his new friend more deeply than father, mother, or
even God Almighty. An intense and passionate longing
went up from his heart, and wove a glamour around the
image of this fascinating companion.

"I'm certainly not worthy of his friendship/' he
thought. "A kid like me, barely twelve, all my school-
days before me, sent off to bed long before anyone else
thinks of going . . . What can I ever be to him? What
have I to offer him? . . ."

This torturing sense of inability to show his friend what
he felt made Edgar miserable. Before, when he had
chummed up with a schoolfellow, he had always been
able to show his liking by the gift of a stamp from his
album, or some other object dear to a youthful heart.
But now things of the sort seemed idiotic, utterly value-
less. How could he present such paltry tokens of affec-
tions to his new friend? What means could he employ
to show his regard? He was tormented by the recogni-
tion of his immaturity. How rotten to be nothing more
than a kid of twelve! Never had he so yearned to be
grown up, to be big and strong, to be a real man.

These uneasy musings were interwoven with pre-
monitions of an awakening manhood, rosy dreams which
passed gradually into the realm of sleep. But even as he
slept, a contented smile played about his lips. . . . To-
morrow he would see his friend again. . . . Had they not
fixed it up for a walk together? . . .

At seven he awoke with a start,
self?  Quickly he got into his cloth^
mother the customary good mor
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